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10-DAY TRIAl OFFER! 

Think of it— nil five of those fam 

packed volume for only 25c. If you're no 

ilts within ONE WEEK, semi it back and your 
romptly refunded I Don't let this opportunity get 

I And don't forget— by sending the FREE GIFT CGU 
N at once you receive a FREE copy of the famous 

Send for Jowett's Photo Book 



1 the thrillint 

In strength that inspired his 

him. They'll show you the best . _. 

muscle. Send for this FREE gift book of PHO. 

T08 OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN. 
POLICE COMICS, January. I9J8, No. 74. Published monthly by Co 

Conn. E. M. Arnold, General Manager. George E. Br 

■■'■i'lHl-tUi.. 'l'Littci- nay :;. I >mi. ji ill!' fiint Office, Bu.. 

vertUlng Representative, F, E. M. Cain & Co.. 605 N. Michigan 
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— -wild animals .... 



F«,fir r/ y>y, 

away , under ■> 
a Mazing tro- 
pical sun., lies — 
the last 
frontier of 
mystery...^ 




/ BID NASSy SLAVES JIGGLE 

( POOR WOOZV? HERE. HAVE 

V_, SOME MORE NICE, . 

^7 FATTENING FRUIT.' T7 


^ Y;SIGHH: OH, POTTY— '\ 1 
.^i"I~\_l TEE, BEE—YOU'RE jQl 
Z&ZZXff GONNA RUIN rinB 

^j^. my figure .' jl I 











JJow can this fee ? 
What is Wooxy 
WinHs doing in 
the heart of the 
Scramaxon. iunole? 
Ah.itisalonp 5 
grim tale traft 
begins tert days 
and ten thousand 
miles earlier in 
a familiar spot— 
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THEV ATTACKED ME , >i 
STOLE THE MAP AND 
LEFT ME FOR. DEAD.' 
X DRAGGED MYSELF / 
OUT AND MADE My / 
WAV HERE .' ^^g- 

V JBB 


. THIS IS \ FINDING 
1 AWFUL.' lOUT'LL 
) WHERE /BE TOUR 
r ARE -> JOB, < 
r THEV V PLASTIC 
t NOW?l MAN .'HERE 
>> _^ARE THEIR 
; jy^T PICTURES.' 

"T— s — "^ 


fH^ 






C<^X<^f 


Wkf- -~3c /ft; 


<*^kS*S~^Jt 
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OOO, MY HERO.' I RECOGNIZE 
VOU, SIR ARCHIBALD, FROM 
1-7 yOUR NEWSPAPER 
I PICTURES .' KISS ME, 

*> * . ■ ivty #aro .* 
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So, far inio the night , the chase goes on 
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THE ENTRANCE ^< I GET IT.. 
TO LOST VALLEV ^ WHILE 4 
IS ID BOOLALAND/V THEY'RE ' 

THEY'RE V rr $\ FEASTING 

CANNIBALS /V .A ON FATSO 
WINKS , WE 
SLIP PAST 
AND CLAIM 
THE URANIUM.' 
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[ PONT LET ANYTHING 

) HAPPEN TO THAT MAP 

' PROFESSOR DIMWITT 

STOLE FROM ME .' I 

COULD NEVER FIND 

LOST VALLEy AGAIN 

- MVSELF WITHOUT 





"Wboxy's treatment happens to be un<3er ] 


discussion, right 




WE'RE IN BOOLA ^\ 


/ ROOD .'ONE \VCOQUOB^V-^^ 


TERRITORy NOW.'JF ^ 


MORE DAY OF l^BJMO \ lis 


THE DATA ON THE MAP j 


SHOVING FOOD F^SSJ IM 


IS CORRECT, KING >0 


> INTO THAT FAT A- \„ ""*~\V 


BOOGy SHOULD •<& f 


WALRUS AND .V i 7\A Jf 


APPROACH US AT /).\ 


I'LL SCREAM '.J-J^ ry \~W 


ANY MOMENT JQ? 




FOR TRIBUTE !^/X£**~~ 


» \l /itL SLH»\f 




^r^O' l^BACK AND | 
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^^■■B^SS^TX APPROACH/ 
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UL.Pt HERE'S KING 
BOOGy OF BOOL A 
NOW .' BE CAREFUL ! 
OUR LIVES DEPEND 
ON WINNING HIS 
■FRIENDSHIP/ 
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SEE? HE'S ALL 
FATTENED UP FOR 
YOU / LET US PASS 
IN SAFETV AND VOU 
CAN HAVE HIM 
FOR VOUR 
FEAST.' 




' SO THAT'S WHY VOU TOOK 

SUCH CARE OF ME .' VOU 

7" TRICKED HE! . 

HALF/ W.AAAA 
•WOQOPSf 



as™ mmmi 
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HEAV FOB. LOST 
VALLBY .' WE CAN 
SHAKE HIM QFF IN A 
^. THERE/ ^& 
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7 MAYBE THAT'S JUSTICE .' 
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THERE— THERE--MIGGS.' 

AIRS. VAN KLOOTZ'S < 

CKARITy PARTy ISN'T ^ 

THE MOST IMPORTANT 

THING IN THE 

WORLP.' 
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THANK YOU, BLlfeN! I KNEW YOUR 
FATHER WAS POLICE COMMISSIONER 
AND HEADED HERE: 
NOwi'M SAFE.' ^T WHAT'S 

YOUR STORY, 

MORTLOCK.' WE 

HAVEN'T READ THE 

SYNOPSIS OF 

THE PRECEPING 

INSTALLMENTS: 




I DON'T KNOW! THERE J 
ARE NO. CLUES — NONE.' 
BUT I'M FOLLCWEP-- 
NISMTANPPAY.GOING^ 
AND COMING — _ 

VO YOU FfNP 

THE CONVERSATION ' 

INTERESTING, MY 

LITTLE MAN? 
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I KNEW YDU WERE PUTTING ME 
IN YOUR WILL FOR A TIPV "" 
I CANT COLLECT 

while you vm!y/ b-bbut if 

TRIED 
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AS PRINCIPAL, IT'S 

HIS DUTY TO 

IMPRESS US WITH 

THE GRAVENESS 

OF THE JUVENILE 

DELINQUENCY 

PROBLEM 
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'THE CAB'S ,1-CT l*CW.' HE'S TAKING 
r TED INTO THE 
COURTHOUSE.' 
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WHO'S THE ^ 
GLAMA'-LANA ? 
THAT'S ALL 

I ask .' y 


) / THEY'RE 

/ ( Slowing 

V POWN .' 
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TOTECTIVE— COURT. 

HOUSE ■#■ SIX SAPPI6S 
--- ABANDONED - 

FUNERAL HOME— J 
> AM) THAT SLICK Z 
' T7ISH — AND NOT 2 
L_, ONE SYLLABLE 
SvL FROMT.PAWSON.' 
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CANBV, THIS IS MISS 
SKELTE , FROM THE 
COURTHOUSE .* SHE'S 
HELPING US TO GET 
OUR CLUB 
GOING." 



OH, I'VE SEEN yo- 
ER.-I'VE HEARD 
SO MUCH ABOUT 
WU .' 




THESE ARE THE 

srNCOpxriN' six 

FROM CHAUNCEWORTK 
-7 ARE THEY 
SXZHOT.' 




J'LL SAY YOU 




DIP.' VOU WERE 
ALL OVER THE 


) KNEW? 

' AND VOU 




/SPEAK 
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TO ME.' 
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WDUT I'm afraid of Injuns!" cried Woozy. 
" "I don't want my hair lifted!" 

Plastic Man grinned. "You've been reading 
old tales," he said. "What would any Indian 
want with your hair— except as a mop?" 

Woozy looked hurt. But he continued, "I 
still' don't like Injuns, Plus." 

Plastic Man went on with his packing. "Weil, 
there's only one thing left, you'll have to stay 
here. I'll handle the ease myself." 

*' Alone? "Woozy gasped. "Without me?" 

"That's better," chuckled Plastic Man. "I 
thought you'd come around. Well, hurry and 
get your stuff packed." 

Plastic Man could always count on little old 
Woozy, his sidekick. Woozy was all right; 
grumpy, fault-finding, but on the spot when it 
came to a tight place. 

They finished their packing hurriedly 

"We've got to get the midnight plane," said 
the plastic chap. 

"Where are these Injuns?" Woozy demanded, 

"Out West— Arizona," Plastic Man made an 
all-encompassing motion with one long arm. ' ' A 
long way from here." 

Woozy nodded, "That's farther than Cleve- 
land, huh?" 

"Quite^" 

'Out West' to Woozy meant almost any place 
beyond his known boundaries; certainly not as 
far west as it actually was. He had never been 
west of Columbus in his life. 

The plane whisked them quickly across the 
night skies and plunked them down in the mid- 
dle of a shimmering desert the next morning, 

Woozy had never seen a desert; had no idea 
it looked anything like it did, He surveyed the 
vast panorama in silence for a moment, while ( 
the sweat beaded on his plump face. "It's big, 
ain't it?" was his only comment. 

Plastic Man burst into laughter "Woozy, you 
kill me! That's like saying the Pacific Ocean is 
the biggest bit of water you ever saw!" 

Woozy saw nothing there for laughter, so he 
kept a straight face. 

"Let's get this ancient taxi and go find the 



Indian agent." Plastic Man led the way to A 
rattletrap car, driven by an Indian boy 

"The Mojave agent's office," he told the 
driver 

T" 

"Ugh," said the youth behind the wheel, 
and spun the old car quickly. 

They arrived at the agent's office in a clat- 
ter and cloud of dust. The agent was a morose 
looking fellow, nationality difficult to arrive at. 
He looked at Plastic Man and his pal scowlingly. 

."Whadya want?" he demanded. 

Plastic Man whipped out his FBI card. "We 
are informed that you're having some trouble 
here about smuggling from Mexico," he said. 

"Yeah," said the agenf. "Some of the boys 
has itchy fingers I guess." 

That was that. The agent turned back to some 
papers he was trifling with on his desk. "Paeo 
will show you where to hang up," he said, 
nodding to the Indian taxi driver. "You, Paeo." 

In the next few days, Plastic Man learned 
that the majority of the smuggling had to do 
with diamonds. 

"Diamonds," he said to Woozy one evening. 
"Doesn't sound like something an Indian would 
try to smuggle, eh?" 

Woozy shook his head, without knowing why. 

"These diamonds are getting across the bor- 
der, all right," went on Plas, "but the authori- 
ties can't find out how. That's our job, Woozy," 

Much of the grazing land of the reservation 
lay along the Rio Grande, national boundary 
between the States and Mexico. Unfeneed; the 
land was used by both sides for cattle range. 
The river was shallow in the summer, allowing 
cattle to wander back and forth. 

The customs officials on botll sides were at 
a loss to know how the stones got in. They 
searched the cattle drivers thoroughly each time 
they crossed the river. 

"But it's hardly the drivers, or the cowboys; 
senor," said the customs man. "No more than 
two or three of those Indians cross into Mexico 
in a year; yet the diamonds find their way into 
the reservation with great regularity." 

"Hmm," said Plastic <Man, Could they be 
flown in?" 

The Mexican official shrugged. "No, senor. 
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One plane a year across here, that's all ; it never 
lands near the reserve." 

Plastic Man cocked an eye upward at a couple 
of buzzards circling far overhead, but said noth- 
ing about the crazy idea that had popped into 
fits head. No, it wasn't logical. 

They carried on their investigation, wonder- 
ing when something would happen to give them 
a lead. 

It happened before they were expecting it. 

Jalisco, the agent, came running to their cab- 
in one midnight. "Come, Mister Plastic Man," 
he said. "It has come again!" 

"W-what?" mumbled Plastic Man as lie 
climbed into his clothes. 

In the agent's cabin, Plas and Woozy found 
a small sheepskin bag with a half dozen fine dia- 
monds iu it. The agent looked frightened. 

"I found it on my doorstep a few minutes 
ago," he said. "Someone banged on my door. 
There was no one when I*answered. Must've 
been one of the Indians." 

Plastic Man looked puzzled. "Has this ever 
happened before — I mean like this?" he asked. 
"Do all the stones turn up this way?" 

Jalisco nodded. "Si. And then I turn them 
over to the customs men." 

It didn't make sense. But Plastic Man said 
nothing about that. 

The diamonds were duly handed to the cus- 
toms men and the issue was closed, more or 
less. Plastic Man's job was still to trap the 
smugglers. 

"Looks like a hard nut to crack," he told 
Woozy. "I don't get the idea yet." 

"How about this Jalisco?" asked Woozy. "He 
doesn't look like a nice boy to me." 

"No, he doesn't. Keep an eye on him, Woozy." 

The only thing Woozy could discover about 
the agent was the fact that he kept a small herd 
of good beef cattle penned in a separate corral. 
But that didn't seem out of place; probably 
didn't want his cows to run with the Indian 
stock and thus have to be cut. out each spring 
and fall. 

But since Plastic Man had turned up nothing 
in the way of clues, he staked out one night and 
kept an eye peeled on Jalisco's corral. Why he 
did this, he couldn't tell. Something to do. 

A little past midnight there was a commotion 
near the agent's corral. He heard bars being 
slid in their grooves. He sneaked up nearer. The 
sound of hooves grinding in the dust came to 
him. Then the sound of bars sliding again. Quiet 
after that. No light iu Jalisco's cabin ■ yet Plas- 
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tie Man was sure he had heard a soft sound 
in the agent's cabin a little later. 

The next morning he and Woozy were wander- 
ing along the river when they"saw a small herd 
of cows step into the water on the other side 
and head for the States. 

Plastic Man watched them coming, slowly. 
The water was not more than a foot deep. He 
bad a peculiar premonition. If Indian herders 
were not bringing the diamonds across the bor- 
der, who was? How about the cows? 

Woozy was pointing at. the herd. A couple of 
the lead beeves had bogged down and were 
creating a great splashing. 

"I've heard there is quicksand in this river," 
he said to Woozy. "1 think they are trapped — 
yes, they are sinking." He got up and started 
for the struggling cattle. 

Several Indian herdsmen came up quickly. 
When they reached the two trapped cows, one 
of them was on its side, kicking the air with 
one front and one back leg; the other two were 
in the mud. 

The water had washed the creature's hooves 
clean. They looked strange to Plastic Man. 
Smooth. Their cavities filled. Then he remem- 
bered the odd cattle tracks he had seen now and 
then leading from the river. Such hooves would 
make those tracks. 

"Wait!" he yelled to the Indians. With a 
bound he grabbed one of the eof's hooves and 
began prying at the solid mud in the hoof. 

Jalisco and a couple other Indians had come 
up and were watching. Jalisco and the two ex- 
changed a look and began edging aawy. 

The mud came loose. Plastic Man saw a bright 
sparkle in the mud held in his hand. Diamonds! 

Woozy yelled and pointed at the two Indians 
and Jalisco running. Plastic Man crammed the 
evidence into a pocket and one of his rubbery 
arms shot out. Like a lasso it looped around the 
three runaways, tightening. 

Indian eyes opened wide. Here was an arm 
fully fifty feet long, firmly attached to a living 
man! This was sheer demon stuff! With loud 
cries they began running madly for home. All 
but the two caught in Plastic Man's loop, and 
Jalisco, who was plenty scared. 

Their confession came easily after that. Ja- 
lisco took one third of the stones as his cut. 
They were sent across in cows' hooves. Jalisco 
kept his horde of stones hidden in his cattle 
hooves. He was merely waiting until he had a 
fortune, then he planned a fast getaway. 

'Yoozy rubbed his forehead while bouncing 
arong in the taxi, headed for the airport.. "In- 
juns is funny," he said. 
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HAVE TH£/V\ PRINT THAT 
MESSAGE ON THE CARPS, 
SNIFFY.' HURRY/ I WANT 
TO MAIL 'EAA AS 
ELECTION GIFTS.' 
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STRANGE COINCIDENCE, TWO 
PROMINENT 'MEN DYING THE 
SAME EVENING FROM HEART , 
TROUBLE/ THE .CORONER 
SAYS THAT'S WHAT 
KILLED THEM.' 



COINCIDENCE, ^ 
CHIEF? THERE V 
S SOMETHING 
SIGNIFICANT 
ABOUT THOSE 
POLLS/ WHOS 
SENDING THEM 
OUT? 




COME NOW, RICHARDS/ V MAYBE... MAYBE J 
SOME FRIEND IS MERELY/ NOT/ THERE'S 
SENDING THEM AS 
EXPRESSIONS OF 
GOOD LUCK FOR 
THE COMING , 
ELECTION/ 



Gains} off . dvLly, Pan 
Kichar&s ehzds his.- 
uniform to h<zcom& bK* 
invincibU MANHUNTER! 



$0 THE CORONER THINKS 
TH05E MEN DIED NATURALLY,' 
ANt? AS PAN RICHARDS,, I'M 
SUPPOSED TO STRING ALONG.' 
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WH.L, IF IT ISN'T THE 

<3REAT MANHUNTER; 

POUGtTTINS YOUR 
MANNERS, AIN' 
YOU 7 WHAT'S 
EATINS YOU? 



I STILL PREFER MURPgg, 
HEELS'/.' WHAT PO YOU 
KNOW ABOUT THOSE POLLS 
BOTH MEN WERE HOLDING 
WHEN FOUND? , 
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WHAT WAS IN THAT 'V WHAT CO YOU /MEAN- 

PACKAGE you voopfep J a coll' mebbe it 

IN THE BOX, HEELEy---y WAS THE' BROOKLYN 

" POLL ? J ^SRICSE, FLATFOOT/ NOW 

HAVE 
YOU LAU6HEP OFF THE, 
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see 'em wejF&mtce/ 

'e/n^&a^e^e^ 




THE ONLY SCALE MODEL TRAINS WITH ; """ "-" ' 
ALL THESE THRILLING FEATURES ;£."*. 



"Clioo-choo" tound i 



* Realistic 2-rall Track- 



add track built li 






form 3-16" scale, so that your train 
looks like real— hugs the track like 
real, Cars haver automatic couplers 
that couple anywhere. Uncouple by 
remote control. Die-cast locomo- 
tives have superpower worm drive 
that assui'es smooth, steady pull at 
all speeds from a crawl to 120 scale 
miles per hour. See and hear the. 
sensational' Anierii'ji i Flyers at your 
nearest department. or toy store. 



The new American Flyers bring you 
all the wonder and glory of railroad- 
ing. They puff real smoke. The built- 
in '.'Chdo-choo" reproduces the clioo- 
chuo sounds of a real locomotive 
under full steam. Both smoke and 
"chuo-choos" vary in intensity .as 
you increase or decrease the speed 
of your train. Locomotives, tenders, 
cars and track are all built to u-m- 

Whek in New York visit the famous 
at 25t/> Street. Admission free The A. C 

Also makers □/ the famou* Erector, i 
Tool Cheats and other Gilbert Scient. 





r iters. Micro scopes. 
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KIT 3 

*"Vou get parts 

a build Radio Cir- 

s rthcn test them , 

Bee how they work : 

learn how to design special 

circuits ; how to locate and 




with BIG KITS of 

RADIO PARTS I send you 



good-pay job in the 

own Radio Shop? Mail the Coupon for 
n Sample Lesson and my 64-page book, 
"How to Be a Success in RADIO— 
Television, Electronics," both FREE. 
See how I will train you at home — hoW 
you get practical Radio experience 
buildir.fr. tostint; Rndio circuits With 
BIG KITS OF PARTS I scndl 
Many Beginners Soon Make EXTRA 
Money in Spare Time While Learning 

_ Tlio day yon enroll I start scmlinc you 
KXTKA H !<"..' XI'.Y ii-.:liiii-.i» t1, n t .n n w v™, 
■■..j'.v :.) n-,.,L.v' i:\TKA 11 
r...:-.' Ciuii:,..; in .n;u<. 
l.-aniiiiff! Il's probably e 



h':'\:\' 



, ',! 

'^"^ULni- 

^ liii.llO. lilMSUl 




aU( t.o Uji! i-iil.lii: : i:..ii.l for IT Klu books nowf 

Find Out What N. Ft, I. Can Do For YOU 

Mall Cnvi.rm f.-.r HiHiii'l* l.--..n ami iov FEK1-! H-page book. 

K,-n:\ tilt? i.U'luM-i il'-:.-i IIIV" I..-: I ::<.■; li-M. ra from jr.ai L t[:.:L:-,:..l : 

■;,'(■ li... v.- h-m-V.:; cv-.ilv Mm cn:i (M. Marloil. No ..hlipition ! 
.lii-.i MAIL CiHil-fiX NOW in i.".(l:.i,u „!■ |i,i!.'.8 on jjenuy postal. 
J. E. SMITH, Pres., Dept. 8AA3. NatlO 
Pioneer Home Study Radio School, Washington 9, D. C. 








Approved for Training Under Gl Bill 




"BET HE'D UKE ONE TOOf 




Good Fun 



Good Food: 



If he could, Mr. Snowman would really enjoy the taste- 
satisfaction that luscious, chewy Baby Ruth candy brings! 
It provides cheery, delicious refreshment morning, noon and 
night. . . get a Baby Ruth bar today 1 

Everyone who eats nutritious, tasty Baby Ruth candy is sure 
of getting candy rich in dextrose, sugar your body uses 
directly for energy. And boy, Baby Ruth is really tops in taste 1 



CURTiSS CANDY COMPANY • Producers of Fine Foods • CHICAGO S3, ILL. 



